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The mofl lamentable Tragedie 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to (peake to me. 

And threat me, I fliall newer come to blifle. 

Till all thefe mifchicfes bereturnd againe, 

JEuen in their throates that haue committed them. 
Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe, 

You beauie people, circle me about. 

That I may turne me to each one ofyou, 

And fweare vnto my foulc to right your wrongs, 

T he vowe is made, come Brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauinia thou fhalt be imployde in thefe Armes, 
Beare thou my hand fweet wench betweene thy teeth : 
As for thee boy, goe get thee from my fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muff not flay. 

Hie to the Gothes, and raife an armie there. 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe. 

Lets kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt . 

Z ucius. Farewell eAndronicus my noble Father .* 
The wofulfl man that euer liude in Rome .* 

Farewell proude Rome till Lucius come againe. 

He loues his pledges dearer than his life : ° 

Farew’ell Lauinia my noble fitter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene, 

But now nor Lucius nor Lauinia liues, 

But in obliuion and hateful I greefes : 
if Lucias liue, he will reejuite your wrongs, 
e^rid make proude Saturnine and his Emprefle 
Beg at the gates like T arquin and his Queene. 

Now will I to the (fothes and raife a power, 

To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine , 

Exit Lucius, 
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cf Titus Andronicus . 


Enter Lucius forme W Lauinia running after fsinhetnd 
the boy flies from her with his bookgsvH- 
der his ar me. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. 

epuer. Helpc Grandficr helpe, my Jmt Lauinia, 

Foil owes me euery where, I know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwift fhe comes, 

J[ds fweet aunt, I know not what you meane. 

jHar. Stand by me Lucius ^ doc not feare thine aunt. 

Titus. She loues thee bc>y too well to do thee harmc. 

j Piter. I when my Father was in Fome fhe did. 

Mar. What meanes my Neece Lauinia by thefe fignes. 

Titus. Feare her not Lucius, fomewhat doth fhe meane. 
Sec Lucius fee, how much fhee makes of thee .• 

Some whether would (lie haue thee goc with her. 
nA boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Red to her fonnes than fhe hath red to thee. 

Sweet Poetrie, and Tullics Oratour : 

Canft thou not gefTe wherefore fhee plies thee thus. 

Puer. My Lord, I know not I, nor can I gefle, 

V alette fome fit or frenzie doe poftette her : 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie ofgreeues would make men mad. 
yfnd I haue red that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad for fbrrow, that made me to feare 
although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 
ytnd would not but in furie fright my youth. 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes and file, 
Caufeleile perhaps, but pardon me fweet e^unt, 
AndMadam,ifmy Yncle Marcus goe, 
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